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At nine o'clock a gendarme found Krai, who had returned
to the station to wait for the train, Krai turned pale,
but he offered his passport for inspection with a steady
hand. The passport seemed to be in order. The photo
tallied. The name was given as Malny. But when the
gendarme made a movement to search him he bolted.
It was dark. Krai had a good pair of legs and was
running for his life. He was soon clear of the town and
into the forest. The Forest of Fontainebleau is exten-
sive. One can easily hide in it.

The difficulty, especially in the month of October,
was to find something to eat. Krai slept out and it
was bitterly cold. All next day he concealed himself,
only coming into the open after nightfall. I. le wandered
far from Fontainebleau and then tried to find a wayside
shop where he might buy food. But he had no luck,
The shops in this region are mostly in (he villages.
There is not such a thing as a coilee-stall or an inn on
the dark narrow roads between the high trees. Krai
became weak through hunger and being weak became
confused, Me did not use his compass to any purpose,
lie might have travelled by night like those escaping
war prisoners who traversed hostile Germany and got
to the Dutch frontier during the Great War. .1 le might
conceivably have got that way to Italy, picking up
food where he could at night. But he wandered in circles
in the forest. On the fourth day he came to a main
road and decided to keep to it. i le slept: the fourth night
in a ditch by the side of the road. On the fifth day he
was so hungry he became reckless and trudged along in
the daylight, To be arrested had become a lesser
calamity than to be starved to death, lie saw by the
guide-posts he was on the way to Paris. I le did not care.
He still had seven hundred francs and if he could get
to the big city he had a better chance of hiding away,
He might find a compatriot who would befriend him.

On the afternoon of the ijth October there was a
telephone message to the police at Melun, The message